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A square glass box of biscuits beside her bed
caught her attention, accompanied by a vase of lilies
of the valley, Mr. Peter Fleming's Brazilian Adven-
ture and the Essays of Elia.
"Tiens," said Mamachen, completely re-estab-
lished.
Lisa wondered whether she should have put The
Waves and an Edgar Wallace. No doubt nothing is
best, except an anthology in the bathroom.
'Tour bell is under your pillow."
"Everything is perfect."
The Chinese wallpaper, the furniture indolently
resting in accustomed surroundings.
Cuthbert had asked a few neighbours to dine.
Who does not enjoy other people's neighbours?
Mamachen examined the guests. The women with
the righteous languor that succeeds exercise and has
so little in common with inviting languor. An
acceptance of well-earned fatigue. Stretched limbs,
bodies dissociated from their clothes, pegs on
which they had been hung, not forms on which
they had been moulded. Lovely complexions
flicked by the wind into "heightened colour" un-
kindly emphasised by encroaching veins. And
always that perfect ease. That disregarding ease that
only the Russians and the English possess.
"I love the English," said the Countess unex-
pectedly. (She herself was amazed.)